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of his life is among the finest which poetry can boast of
Thekla's death is still unknown to him ; but he thinks of
Max, and almost weeps. He looks at the stars: dim shadows
of superstitious dread pass fitfully across his spirit, as lie
views these fountains of light, and compares their glorious
and enduring existence with the fleeting troubled life of man.
The strong spirit of his sister is subdued by dark forebodings;
omens are against him; his astrologer entreats, one of the
relenting conspirators entreats, his own feelings call upon
him, to watch and beware. But he refuses to let the resolution
of his mind be overmastered; he casts away these warnings,
and goes cheerfully to sleep, with dreams of hope about his
pillow, unconscious that the javelins are already grasped which,
will send him to his long and dreamless sleep. The death of
Wallenstein does not cause tears; but it is perhaps the most
high-wrought scene of the play. A shade of horror, of fateful
dreariness, hangs over it, and gives additional effect to the
fire of that brilliant poetry, which glows in every line of it,
Except in Macbeth or the conclusion of Othello, we know not
where to match it. Schiller's genius is of a kind much nar-
rower than Shakspeare's; but in his own peculiar province,
the exciting of lofty, earnest, strong emotion, he admits of no
superior. Others are finer, more piercing, varied, thrilling, in
their influence : Schiller, in his finest mood, is overwhelming.

This tragedy of Wallenstein, published at the close of the
eighteenth century, may safely be rated as the greatest dra-
matic work of which that century can boast. Prance never
rose into the sphere of Schiller, even in the days of her Cor-
neille: nor can our own country, since the times of Elizabeth,
name any dramatist to be compared with him in general
strength of mind, and feeling, and acquired accomplishment.
About the time of Wallenstein's appearance, we of this gifted
land were shuddering at The Castle Spectre/ Germany, in-
deed, boasts of G-oethe: and on some rare occasions, it must be
owned that Goethe has shown talents of a higher order than
are here manifested; but he has made no equally regular or
powerful exertion of them: Faust is but a careless effusion